MODERN TRAVEL

of the unseen figure getting closer and closer, it
was like an ugly dream that would never end. In
this mood, with the mind seeking for something
tangible to give substance to my obsession of the
night, my thoughts fastened on a gigantic derni-
jar over the fascia of a shabby shop that had once
been a drysalter's. It seemed a symbol of the
mystery and abominable menace one sensed in the
locality as though the genie of the region waited on
the appointed day to be unsealed and discharge
his malignity against the honour of the City. In
the morning I had forgotten it all, but the vision
came back again this summer when the inquest
was held on the body of a famous man of learning
full of years and honours, who, arriving in London
one night for a family wedding, dined at a railway
hotel, strolled out for an hour into these streets
and met shame and death; a great light in the
world of knowledge went out in guttering smoke.
It was this and other disasters to honour rather
than the Camden Town Murder with its relation
to the railway stations and the night-life around
them that seemed to express the measure of dingy
horror that lurks in the region.

And what fiction-writer would be bold enough
to introduce such an incident as this ?

It might have happened to any one hurrying to
work in the dreary Euston morning, but it was a
policeman on his rounds who noticed a man's
finger with a cheap ring upon it impaled on a spike
on the top of a gateway. The relic was taken to
Scotland Yard Museum, where the finger-print
experts identified it as belonging to a notorious
ex-convict. A week later a man was arrested at
Elephant and Castle as a pickpocket. He asked